The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Rof. I underftand you not my Lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it : a knavifh fpeech fleeps i n a 
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fjnjl. A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exeunt 

Enter King and two or three . 

King. I have fent to feek him, and to find the body; 
How dangerous is it that this naan goes loofe ? 

Yet muft we not put the firong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d ofthe diftrafted multitude. 

Who like notin their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where ’tis lb, th’offcnders leourge is waigh’d. 

But never the offence : to beare all fmooth and even, 
This fudden lending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe ; dileafes delperate growne 
By delperate appliance are reliev’d, 

Ornotatall. 


Enter Rofencraat , and all the reft. 

King. How now ? what hath befallen ? 

Kef . Where the dead body is bellow’d my Lord 
yV e cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof.W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your plealiire,' 

King. Bring him before us. 

Kef. Ho,bring in the Lord. They enter. 

King. Now Hamlet , where’s Polonitu ? 

Ham. At liipper. 

King. At fupper ? where ? 

Ha. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a certain convo' 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. W e fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is but 
variable lervice,two difhes but to one table, that’s the end. 


King, Alas, alas! . , 

Ham . A man may fifh With the worme that hath eat ofa King, 


prince of Denmark* 
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Th’aflbciatestend, and every thing is bent 


'or eng"*"— 

Ham.Vot England l 
King. I Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. /. 

King. So is it if thou knew ft curpurpofes. ^ 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them : but come, for Engiana 


Ham. 1 ice a ** 

Farewell deare mother. 

man and yvifc ’ 

Man and wife is one flefh, and lo my mother. 

Come, for England. Kxt • 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard. 

Delay it not, He have him hence to night : 

Away} for every thing is leal d and done 

That elfe leanes on the aff aire ; pray you make hafte : 

And England, if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe. 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danilh fword, and thy free awe 
Paies homage to us, thou maift not coldly fee 


One 



